So did the world from the first hour decay,

That evening was beginning of the day;

And now the springs and summers which we see,

Like sons of women after fifty be:

And new philosophy calls all in doubt;

The element of fire is quite put out;

The sun is lost, and th'earth, and no man's wit

Can well direct him where to look for it:

And freely men confess that this world's spent,

When in the planets and the firmament

They seek so many new; they see that this

Is crumbled out again t'his atomies:

*Tis all in pieces, all coherence gone,

AH just supply, and all relation:

Prince, subject, father, son, are things forgot,

For every man alone thinks he has got

To be a phoenix, and that then can be

None of that kind of which he is, but he.

This is the world's condition now, and now

She that should all parts to re-union bow;

She that had all magnetic force alone

To draw and fasten sunder*d parts in one;

She whom wise Nature had invented then,

When she observed that every sort of men